
MOBY DICK

BY

JASPER BAYDALA





1

I stuffed a shirt in my bag and tucked it under my 
arm and started for the Pacific. Upon arriving in 
New Bedford I learned that the ship for Nantucket 
had sailed, and no way of reaching that port would 
offer until the following Monday. It became a mat-
ter of concern where I was to sleep, and passing The 
Crossed Harpoons, which looked expensive, I came 
to the Sword-Fish Inn. There came such rays from 
the windows that the snow melted before it. I went 
waterward, and coming to a low building with an 
open door, and hearing a voice, I went in. A hun-
dred black faces turned in their rows, it was a negro 
church. 

Not far from the docks I came to a light and a 
sign painted with of a jet of spray, The Spouter Inn. 
The light was dim and the sign creaked. It was an 
old house, one side palsied, and leaning over badly. I 
entered, and on the wall hung a painting of a black 
mass hovering over three lines in a nameless yeast, 
a ship in a hurricane and a whale impaling himself 
upon the masts. The other wall was hung with ivory 
saws and tufts of hair, and lances, and harpoons. I en-
tered a dusky room with low beams and old planks, 
like some old craft, and projecting from the room 
was the bar, and therein bustled the Landlord, who 
told me his house was full. 

“Avast, you haint no objection to sharing a blan-
ket with a harpooner? Take a seat, supper will be 
ready directly.”

I sat on a settle carved like a park bench, and 
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at one end a man was further adorning it with his 
knife, working at the space between his legs. We 
were summoned to our meal, and buttoning our 
jackets we held cups of tea to our lips. Meat, pota-
toes, and dumplings. The man addressed himself to 
these in a most direful manner.

“You’ll have nightmares,” said the Landlord.
“Is that my bedfellow?” I asked.
“No, he’s a dark chap, eats steaks.”
“Landlord, I’ll try the bench there.”
“Sorry I can’t spare ye a tablecloth for a mattress, 

it’s a rough board, but I have a plane and I’ll make 
ye snug enough.” He procured the plane and the 
shavings flew until the plane came against a knot, 
and I told him to quit. Throwing the shavings in the 
stove he left me in a brown study, there came such 
a draught from the window. The devil fetch that har-
pooneer, couldn’t I jump into his bed and bolt the 
door? But who could tell if next morning he might 
be standing in the entry ready to knock me down.

“Does he always keep such late hours?”
“Maybe he can’t sell his head.”
“I’m not green.”
“You’ll be brown if he hears you slanderin his 

head.”
“I’ll break it for him.”
“Broke a’ready.”
“Who is he?”
“Just arrived from the south seas where he 

bought a lot of balmed heads, sold all but one, and 
trying to sell it tonight. Come, it’s getting late. It’s a 
nice bed, plenty room for two.” He lit a candle and 
held it toward me. “Come along?” We went upstairs 
and I was ushered into the room. “There,” he said, 
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putting the candle on a chest. “Make yourself com-
fortable.”

Folding back the quilt I stooped over the bed. A 
bag was on the floor in one corner, and there were 
fish hooks on the shelf over the fireplace, and a har-
poon by the bed. On the chest was a mat ornamented 
with quills, slit down the middle. I jumped out of my 
pants and blew out the candle and tumbled into bed, 
and heard a footfall in the passage, and saw a glim-
mer under the door. 

Holding a light in one hand and an embalmed 
head in the other, the harpooner put his candle on 
the floor and began working the cords of his bag, 
unlacing the mouth. His face was purplish yellow 
and stuck with black stains. Opening his bag he 
pulled out a tomahawk, and putting it on the chest 
he took the embalmed head and crammed it into his 
bag, and then he took off his beaver hat. There was 
a scalp-knot on his head. He continued undressing 
and his chest and arms were covered with the same 
stains. He fumbled in his pockets and produced a 
doll the color of a Congo baby. It wasn’t limber, and 
glistened like ebony. He went to the fireplace and 
sat it up, and put a handful of shavings before it, and 
laying a biscuit on top, kindled the shavings into a 
blaze. He succeeded in drawing out the biscuit, and 
blowing off the ash, he made an offering to the little 
negro. Taking his tomahawk and holding it to the 
light with his mouth at the handle he puffed clouds 
of smoke, and extinguishing the light he sprung 
into bed.

Next morning I found his arm over me. He drew 
it back and shook like a dog, and sat up rubbing his 
eyes. He donned his beaver hat and hunted up his 
boots. Donning his waistcoat, he dipped the soap and 
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lathered his face, taking his harpoon and shaving his 
cheeks. He marched out of the room in his monkey 
jacket, sporting his harpoon like a baton, and I de-
scended after him. 

The room was full of whalemen with bosky 
beards, wearing monkey jackets for morning gowns. 
Each man maintained his silence as though they 
had never been out of sight of the Green Mountains. 
Queequeg sat at the head of the table and with his 
harpoon he reached over and grappled the beef-
steaks. When breakfast was over he withdrew into 
the public room and lit his tomahawk, and smoked 
before the fire with his feet on the hearth, holding 
his negro idol and whittling its nose. He put it down 
and took up a book, and counting the pages, at every 
fiftieth he looked around and whistled. 

The fire glowed, and I did my best to talk to him, 
and he little noticed, but referring to last night’s hos-
pitalities, asked if we were to be bedfellows again. 
We turned over the book together, and I proposed 
a smoke, and producing his tomahawk, he offered 
me a puff. The smoke thawed our breasts, and when 
our smoke was over he pressed his forehead to mine, 
clasped me around the waist, and said we were mar-
ried. 

We went to our room and he made me a pres-
ent of his embalmed head, and taking out his wal-
let, drew out thirty dollars. Dividing them on the 
table, he poured them in my pockets, and taking out 
his idol, went about his prayers. I kindled the shav-
ings and helped to prop the idol, offered biscuit, sal-
amed, kissed his nose, and we undressed and went to 
bed, but we found ourselves sitting up and leaning 
against the headboard. We passed the tomahawk un-
til there grew a tester of blue smoke by the lamp, 
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and he spoke of his island.
When a new-hatched savage running about his 

native woodlands, in his soul lurked a desire to see 
Christendom. A ship visited his father’s bay and 
Queequeg sought passage, but the ship spurned his 
suit. Queequeg paddled off to a tongue of land cov-
ered with mangrove thickets, and sat among them 
with his prow pointed seaward. When the ship sailed 
by he darted out, gained her side, and with a dash 
he sank his canoe, climbed the chains, and throw-
ing himself upon the deck, grappled a ring-bolt. 
The captain threatened to throw him overboard, 
but Queequeg budged not. They made a whaleman 
of him, but arriving in Nantucket and seeing what 
they did there, Queequeg gave it up for lost. Thus 
he lived among the Christians and wore our clothes 
and talked our gibberish.

“What’s your purpose?” I asked.
“Go to sea.”
“Whaling is my own design.”
“I go you.”
We borrowed a wheelbarrow and embarked our 

things to the Moss, a schooner heading for Nantuck-
et, moored at the wharf. We boarded her and slid 
down the river, and on one side New Bedford rose 
in terraced streets, and the trees glittering in the air, 
and on the other side there were casks piled on the 
wharves. The ships lay moored at last, while from 
others came the sound of fires and forges to melt 
the pitch. Gaining the open water the breeze waxed 
fresh and the Moss tossed foam from her bows. Que-
equeg’s nostrils swelled and he showed his teeth, 
and the Moss did homage to the blast. Sideways 
leaning we darted, every rope tingling like a wire, 
the masts buckling like cane. There were some boo-
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bies aboard and Queequeg caught one mimicking 
him, and sent him into the air. The fellow landed 
upon his feet while Queequeg lit his tomahawk and 
passed it to me.

“Capting!” Yelled the Boobie. “Here’s the devil.”
“Hallo,” cried the Captain. “You might have 

killed this chap.”
“Him small fish, I kill whale!”
“I’ll kill you if you try any your tricks, so mind 

your eye.”
But it was time for the Captain to mind his 

own eye. The strain upon the sail parted the sheet 
and the boom swept the deck, and the Boobie was 
swept overboard. The boom flew from right to left, 
and Queequeg crawled under and whipped hold of 
a rope, and securing one end to the bulwarks and 
flinging the other, he caught the boom, and all was 
safe. The Moss was into the wind, and Queequeg 
leapt from the side, and swimming like a dog, re-
vealed his shoulders through the foam. Shooting 
from the water he took a glance and dived down, 
and when he rose, he dragged a lifeless form. The 
boat picked them up, the Boobie was restored, and 
all hands voted Queequeg a noble trump. He asked 
for fresh water, put on dry clothes, lit his pipe, and 
leaned against the bulwarks.

It was late when the Moss came to anchor in 
Nantucket. The Landlord of the Spouter-Inn had 
recommended the Try Pots, but the directions he 
gave about keeping a warehouse on our starboard 
until we opened a church to the larboard and keep-
ing that on the larboard until we made a corner 
three points to starboard, and that done, ask the first 
man we met where the place was, this puzzled us, 
and Queequeg insisted the warehouse must be left 
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to larboard, where I understood it was to be left to 
starboard. We came upon two pots swinging from 
the cross-trees of a top-mast in front of an old door, 
and there was a woman on the porch. Upon making 
known our desire, she ushered us in. 

“Clam or Cod?” She asked.
“Clam.”
She hurried to a door leading to the kitchen and 

said “clam for two” and disappeared, and steam came 
from the kitchen, and when that chowder came in, 
it was made of juicy clams mixed with ship biscuit 
and pork, and our appetites being sharpened by the 
voyage, and Queequeg seeing his favorite food, and 
the chowder being excellent, we despatched it and 
leaned back. Stepping to the kitchen I said “cod” and 
the steam came forth again, and cod chowder was 
placed before us. After supper we were given direc-
tions to bed, but as Queequeg was about to precede 
me upstairs the Landlady demanded his harpoon. 

“No harpoons in my chambers, ever since Stiggs 
came back with only three barrels of oil and was 
found dead with his harpoon in his side. I’ll keep it 
until morning. Clam or cod for breakfast?”

In bed we concocted our plans. Queequeg had 
been consulting his negro idol, who told him that 
the selection of our craft rested with me, so out I 
sallied among the shipping. There were three ships 
up for voyages, the Devil, the Tit, and the Pequod. 
I peered about the Devil, and from her I hopped to 
the Tit, and at last I went aboard the Pequod. She 
was dark and claw-footed and her bows were beard-
ed, her masts like spines, and her decks wrinkled. 
Apparelled with trophies, she was a cannibal craft 
tricked with bones. Her bulwarks were garnished 
with whale teeth and her tiller was carved from the 



8

lower jaw of her foe, and a wigwam of black bone 
was pitched behind the mast. The opening faced 
the bows, and I found a man inside. He was brown 
and brawny, and rolled in pilot-cloth, with wrinkled 
eyes.

“Captain?”
“What?”
“Thinking of shipping.”
“Know about whaling?”
“Been in the merchant service.”
“What makes thee want to go a whaling?”
“I want to see the world.”
“Seen Captain Ahab?”
“I thought you were the captain.”
“I’m Flask, it’s to me and Stubb to see she be 

fitted. Captain Ahab only has one leg. The other? 
Chewed up by the monstrousest parmacetty that 
ever chipped a boat! Art thou the man to pitch a har-
poon down a whale’s throat and jump after it? Thou 
want to see the world? Take a peep over the weather 
bow, what do ye see?”

“Water and horizon, there’s a squall coming.”
“Can’t ye see the world where ye stand?”
“I must go a-whaling.”
“Come along then.”
Seated on the transom was Stubb, who carried 

no spare flesh. I followed Flask into the cabin and 
the space between the decks was small, and there sat 
Stubb, who never leaned. His hat beside him, his vest 
buttoned to his chin, absorbed in reading.

“How far ye got?” Asked Flask. Stubb looked up 
and saw me. “Says he’s our man, wants to ship. What 
ye think?”



9

“He’ll do,” said Stubb, and went on with his 
book. 

Flask threw open a chest and drew forth the ar-
ticles.

“What shall we give him?”
“The seven hundred and seventy seventh?”
“Thou want to swindle this man!”
“Where moth and rust do corrupt,” read Stubb. 

“Where your treasure is there will be your heart.”
“I’ll put him down for the three hundredth.”
“Consider the owners. If we over reward this man 

we may be taking the bread from those widows and 
orphans.”

“If I followed thy advice I would had a conscience 
heavy enough to founder the largest ship that ever 
sailed around the Horn.”

“I fear thy conscience be leaky and sinketh thee 
to the Pit.”

“Out of the cabin!” Thundered Flask as he made 
a rush, but Stubb eluded him and sat back down on 
the transom. 

“Whew!” Whistled Flask. “The squall’s off to lee. 
Thou used to be good at sharpening a lance, Stubb, 
mend that pen. Now, down ye go for the three hun-
dredth lay.”

“Shall I bring my friend?”
“Has he whaled any?”
“Killed more than I can count.”
“Bring him along.”
“Where’s Captain Ahab?”
“He keeps inside, a queer man but a good one. 

Thou’lt like him. Ahab of old was a king!”
“And when he was slain dogs licked his blood.”
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“Since he lost his leg he’s been moody, it will 
pass!”

I walked back to the room and knocked, and tried 
to open the door. “Queequeg.” I looked through the 
keyhole but the door opened into a corner, and the 
keyhole was crooked. 

“I went to make the bed and the door was locked,” 
said the Landlady. “No! I haven’t seen his harpoon 
since I put it there.” Running to the closet. “He killed 
himself!”

She caught me as I was trying to force open the 
door. 

“Here’s a key,” she said.
The bolt was tight within. 
I dashed against my mark and the door flew 

open and the knob slammed against the wall, and 
there sat Queequeg with his negro idol on his head. 
I endeavored him to take a chair, but there he sat, 
and wouldn’t move, nor say a word, nor look at me. 
I went to supper, then up to bed, and there he was. I 
threw my jacket over him and determined to go to 
sleep. I blew out the candle and dropped off, and at 
daybreak, there he squatted as if he were screwed to 
the floor. As the sun entered he got up and limped 
toward me and pressed his forehead against mine. 
We rose and dressed, taking a breakfast of chowders, 
and sallied forth to board the ship, picking our teeth 
with bones.

“His papers,” said Stubb.
“Yes,” said Flask, sticking his head out the wig-

wam.
“He’s a member of the Congregational 

Church.”
“What church dost thee mean?”
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“The First Congregation of this Whole Worship-
ping World, we all belong to that, only some of us 
cherish crotchets no way touching the grand belief, 
and in that we all splice hands.”

“I never heard a better sermon,” said Stubb. 
“Come aboard. Tell him to step along. What a har-
poon! Looks like good stuff, and he handles it about 
right. Did you ever stand in a whale boat and strike 
a fish?”

“See tar on water? Whale eye!” Queequeg jumped 
into the bow and poised his harpoon, and taking 
aim, darted the iron. “Dead.”

“Flask,” said Stubb. “We must have him in our 
boat. We’ll give ye the ninetieth lay.”

Down we went into the cabin. 
“Dost thou sign thy name or make thy mark?”
Queequeg took the pen and copied a figure that 

was on his arm, and Stubb eyed him, and fumbling 
in his pocket, took out a bundle of tracts, and select-
ing one, put it in Queequeg’s hands, grasping them 
and looking into his eyes. 

“If thou still clingest to thy Pagan ways spurn the 
idol and steer clear of the Pit!”

“Pious harpooneers never make good voyagers,” 
said Flask.

Stubb buttoned his coat, stalked on deck, and 
stood overlooking some sail-makers mending a 
top-sail, and stooped to save some twine. There was 
great activity aboard the ship, not only were the sails 
being mended but new ones were being brought 
aboard, and canvas and rigging. The ship’s prepara-
tions were hurrying to a close. Stubb kept a lookout 
while Flask did the purchasing. The heavy storage 
was complete, all her beef, bread, water, and iron 
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hoops and staves were aboard, but still there was a 
continual fetching of odds and ends, and at every ar-
rival down went Stubb’s mark on the paper. 

Stepping aboard we found not a soul. The cabin 
was locked and the hatches were on, but the scuttle 
was open, and seeing a light, we went down and 
found a rigger upon two chests, a slumber upon 
him. Queequeg lit his pipe and we passed it over 
him, and the vapor began to tell upon him, and re-
volving over, he rubbed his eyes.

“Who be ye?”
“Shipped men, when does she sail?”
“Captain Ahab came aboard last night.”
We heard a noise on deck.
“Stubb,” said the rigger. 
He went on deck and we followed. On dismissal 

of the rigger, and after the ship had been hauled out 
from the wharf, Stubb and Flask issued from the 
cabin.

 “Strike the tent! Man the capstan!”
We sprang for the handspikes. Flask looked over 

the bows for the anchor and roared a chorus about 
the girls in Booble Alley. Overseeing the other part 
of the ship, Stubb swore astern. I paused on my 
handspike and felt a poke in my rear, and turning, 
saw Stubb withdrawing his leg.

“Is that how they heave in the marchant ser-
vice!”

The anchor was up, sail set, and off we went. 
Stubb headed the first watch, and as we dove into 
the sea, and the wind howled, and the cordage rang, 
his notes were heard.

“Fields beyond the flood.”
The breeze blew, a gull flew overhead, the hull 
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rolled, and we gave three cheers as we plunged into 
the Atlantic.

Captain Ahab stood upon the quarter-deck.
His leg was fashioned from the jaw of a sperm 

whale, and close to the mizzen shrouds, where a hole 
was bored in the plank, he stood erect, looking be-
yond the prow. He leaned over the bulwarks and lit 
his pipe, planting a stool on the weather side, and sat 
and smoked. 

“Hard must it go with me if thy charm be gone!” 
He tossed the pipe into the sea. “There are whales 
hereabouts! If ye see a white one split your lungs 
for him!”

 “Mark him, Stubb,” whispered Flask. “The chick 
that’s in him pecks the shell, twill soon be out.”

Pacing the deck, Ahab came to a halt, and insert-
ing his leg into the hole, ordered Stubb to send ev-
erybody aft. When we were assembled he resumed 
his turns upon the deck, until Flask whispered that 
he must have summoned us for the purpose of wit-
nessing a pedestrian feat. 

“What do ye do when ye see a whale?”
“Sing out!”
“What next?”
“Lower away and after him!”
“What tune do ye pull to?”
“A dead whale or a stove boat!”
“Ye heard me give orders about a white whale. 

See this gold?” He naled it to the mast. “Whoever 
raises me a white whale shall have this gold!”

“Huzza!”
“If ye see a bubble, sing out.”
“Many iron in hide?” Asked Queequeg.
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“Aye, the harpoons lie twisted in him and his 
spout is like a shock of wheat, he’s Moby Dick! It was 
he that made a lubber of me forever!” Shouted Ahab. 
“And I’ll chase him around perdition’s flames, and 
this is what ye shipped for! To chase that whale over 
all sides of the earth until he spouts blood!”

“Aye! A sharp eye for the White Whale, a sharp 
lance for Moby Dick!”

“Draw a flagon of grog. What’s that face, Stubb, 
wilt thou not chase the White Whale? Not game for 
Moby Dick?”

“I’m game for the jaws of death if it comes in the 
way of the business we follow, but how much oil will 
thy vengeance yield?”

“It will fetch a premium here!”
“Vengeance on a dumb brute!” Cried Stubb.
“Stand up amid the hurricane thy one tost sap-

ling cannot! The billows lift thee! Speak! Thy silence 
voices thee.”

“God keep us all!” Murmured Stubb as his eyes 
lit up, the winds blew on, and the sails filled out, and 
the ship heaved as before. 

“The flagon!” Cried Ahab. “Drink and pass! 
Around with it! Almost drained. That way it went 
and this way it comes. Hand it me! Advance! Cross 
your lances and let me touch the axis. Harpooner, 
cut your seizing and draw the pole! Know ye not 
the goblet end? Cant it over, turn up the socket! Ad-
vance. The iron! Hold it while I fill! Commend the 
chalice! Ye who are party to this league. Drink and 
swear death to Moby Dick!”

The barbed goblet was lifted to a cries against 
the White Whale and the spirits were quaffed. Stubb 
paled, Flask turned, and I shivered. The flagon went 
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around, and waving his free hand, we dispersed. 
It was a sultry afternoon and Queequeg and I 

were weaving a sword-mat for our boat. As I passed 
the woof between the yarn, and as he slid between 
the threads, I started at a sound so wild the ball 
dropped from my hand, aloft was Flask, his hand 
like a wand. 

“There she blows!”
“Where-away?”
“To leeward, a school of them! There go flukes!”
Stubb hurried below, glanced at the watch, and 

reported the minute to Ahab. The ship was kept 
away from the wind and went rolling before it, and 
we looked to see the whales in advance of our bow. 
The boat swung over the bulwarks like a basket, and 
we clung to the rail with a foot on the gunwale.

“Lower away!”
We sprang over the rail, the sheaves whirled, and 

the boat dropped into the sea, and we leaped down 
into it.

 “Lay back! There she blows!” Cried Stubb. “Pull 
and break your backbone. That’s the stroke to sweep 
the stakes! Hurrah for the gold cup of sperm oil! 
Draw your knife and put it between your teeth! 
There’s sperm ahead and sperm’s the play! Give way! 
It ain’t the White Whale today!”

Stubb’s arm gave a motion and remained fixed, 
the boat sat motionless, and we paused. The whales 
had settled, giving no token of their movement, 
though Stubb observed it.

“Queequeg, stand up!”
Springing upon the bow he gazed upon the blue 

eye of the sea. The boat was still, and Stubb stood on 
the loggerhead. 
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“Tip up an oar.”
Queequeg slid aft and volunteered his shoulders. 

He presented his palm to Stubb’s foot, and bidding 
him spring, landed him on his shoulders. Stubb re-
solved to solace the interval with his pipe, and with-
drawing it from his hatband, lit a match. 

“Down way! There!” Cried Flask, whose eyes were 
set to windward. No whale was yet visible, just white 
water and a puff of vapor, but the whales were swim-
ming beneath, with us in pursuit. 

“Beach me on their backs!” Yelled Stubb as he 
pulled off his hat and flirted it upon the sea, and 
fell to plunging in the boat’s stern. “Pudding for sup-
per you know. Pull, pull, pull! What you hurrying 
about? Pull, nothing more. Crack your backbone 
and bite your knife in two, take it easy and burst 
your lungs!”

The swell, the roar, the agony, the spurrings, the 
cries, the gasps, and the Pequod bearing down be-
hind us. Jets of vapor tilted left and right as we gave 
chase, and our sail was set, and with the wind we 
rushed through a mist.

“Give way,” whispered Stubb, drawing the sail aft. 
“Time to kill a fish before the squall. White water! 
Close to! Spring! Stand up!” Queequeg sprang as the 
boat boomed through the mist. “That’s his hump, 
give it to him!”

Queequeg’s harpoon leapt out of the boat as we 
struck a ledge, the sail exploded, and a gush of vapor 
shot up. We were tossed into the cream of the squall, 
and the whale escaped. The boat was unharmed, and 
swimming around it we picked up the oars and tum-
bled back to our places. We were up to our knees, 
the water covering every rib and plank. The wind 
increased, the waves dashed, and the squall cracked. 
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In vain we hailed the Pequod. The mist grew darker 
and no sign of her could be seen. The sea forbade all 
attempt to bale out the boat, and the oars were use-
less. Stubb lit the lamp and handed it to Queequeg, 
who started to his feet and hollowed his hand to his 
ear. The sound of creaking ropes came near and the 
mists parted, and we sprang into the sea as the Pe-
quod loomed upon us. Our boat tossed beneath as 
the hull rolled over, and when it came up we swam 
for it and were dashed against it, and were taken up 
by the ship. Flask and Ahab had given us up, but 
were still cruising, if haply they might light upon 
some token of our perishing.

Ahab commanded the stun-sail spread and we 
rolled before the wind. It howled as we rose and fell 
upon the sea, and bowed to the blast, and the foam 
flew over the bulwarks. Strange forms darted in our 
wake and ravens sat upon our stays. Ahab gazed 
windward as the ship tore on, and we swung in the 
bowlines. Ahab sat with sleet dripping from his hat 
and coat, with charts under a lantern swinging from 
his hand, and his head was thrown back and his eyes 
were upon the compass.

A whaling ship long absent from home loomed. 
She was bleached like a skeleton and down her sides 
ran channels of rust, her rigging furred with frost. 
Only her lower sails were set. The lookout’s clothes 
flapped as he stood in hoops upon the mast, and we 
came so nigh I might have leapt from my mast to 
his. The man, eyeing me, said not a word, while the 
quarter-deck hail was heard from below.

“Ahoy, seen the White Whale?” Cried Ahab. 
As the other captain was putting his trumpet to 

his mouth it fell into the sea. Ahab would have low-
ered had not the wind forbade. 
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“This is the Pequod, bound around the world!”
The wakes crossed and the fish that had been 

swimming by our side ranged fore and aft with the 
stranger’s flanks. 

“Swim away from me? Keep her off around the 
world!”

We fell in with meadows of brit and a gentle air, 
our masts waving like palms. The sun seemed a 
golden finger across the water, and the waves whis-
pered, and a white mass disentangled itself from the 
azure, gleaming like an avalanche, and glistened as 
it subsided, and then it reappeared. 

“There she breaches!” Yelled Flask. “The White 
Whale!”

We rushed to the yard-arms as Ahab gave the or-
der for lowering, and we were soon upon the water. 
The thing went down, and then arose, floating with 
arms radiating from its center. No face did it have, 
no token of sensation or instinct, but undulated on 
the billows, the chance-like apparition of life disap-
peared. 

“Was it a squid?
We rowed back to the Pequod. 
“When see squid,” said Queequeg. “See sperm 

whale.”
It was my turn to stand at the masthead and 

I swayed in the air, and there was a nod from the 
slumbering helmsman below. The waves nodded, 
and across the sea, east nodded to west. 

Bubbles burst beneath my eyes and I grasped 
the shrouds. Under our lee a sperm whale lay undu-
lating and spouting his jet, spouting brine into the 
air.

“There she blows!”
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The whale swam away and Ahab gave the order 
for no man to speak. We paddled along, and the 
monster flitted his tail and sank out of sight.

“Flukes,” whispered Stubb. 
The whale rose and oars came into play. 
“Start her like grim death and grinning devils 

and raise the buried dead out their graves!”
“Wa-hee kee-hee!” Cried Queequeg. “Koo-loo!”
“Stand up! Give it to him!”
The harpoon was hurled. 
“Stern all!”
We backed water as the line hissed along our 

wrists, and Stubb caught two turns with it, and 
smoke mingled with the fumes from his pipe. The 
line passed around the loggerhead and through his 
hands.

“Wet the line!”
I dashed water on it as more turns were taken, 

and the line began to hold. The boat flew as Stubb 
and Queequeg switched places, stem for stern. A cas-
cade played at the bows, an eddy in our wake, and we 
rushed along, clinging to our seats, and Queequeg 
crouched until the whale slackened his flight.

“Haul in!” Cried Stubb. 
Facing toward the whale we began pulling up 

as the boat was towed along, and ranging up by 
his flank, Queequeg, planting his knee in the cleat, 
darted the fish. Blood poured from the monster like 
a brook down a hill and he rolled in it, and the sun 
reflected in our faces, and we glowed like red men.

“Pull up!” Cried Stubb. “Close to!”
We ranged along the flank as Stubb churned his 

lance into the fish, and starting into a flurry, the 
monster overwrapped himself in spray. Abating, he 
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surged from side to side, dilating and contracting his 
spout, and gushing gore into the air.

“Both pipes smoked out!” Said Stubb, withdraw-
ing his own and scattering the ash as we towed the 
whale to the ship, and saw Ahab dropping a lantern 
over the bulwarks. Flask thrust the chains out the 
port-holes and the corpse was tied to the stern and 
bows. The tackles were swayed to the main-top and 
lashed to the masthead, and the rope-end was con-
ducted to the windlass, and the tackle-block was 
swung over the whale. The blubber-hook was at-
tached and suspended over the side, and Queequeg 
cut a hole for it in the whale. A square was cut 
around the hole, the hook inserted, and we heaved 
at the windlass. The ship careened and every bolt 
started, she trembled, quivered, and nod her masts, 
and leaning over to the whale, snap! The ship rolled 
back and the tackle rose with a strip of blubber. The 
strain of the windlass kept the whale rolling, and as 
the blubber peeled off it was hoisted up, and Stubb 
severed it in two, and the piece swung clear and was 
ready for lowering. We resumed our song, and while 
one tackle peeled and hoisted, the other was slack-
ened away, and down went the first piece into the 
blubber-room where I coiled the pieces. 

Queequeg floundered about, half on the whale 
and half in the water, as the mass revolved beneath 
him. From the ship’s side I held him by a rope at-
tached to a strip of canvas around my waist and 
jerked him from between the whale and the ship, 
and the sharks swarmed, allured by the blood. Que-
equeg kicked them as suspended over the side Flask 
slaughtered as many as he could. At last Queequeg 
climbed the chains and Stubb handed him a glass of 
ginger water.
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“Wherein lies the virtue of ginger?” Asked Flask. 
“Is this the bitters you blow back the life into a half-
drowned man? Run along and get something better. 
Captain’s orders, grog for the man on a whale.”

“Get it thyself,” said Stubb.
Flask reappeared with a flask.
The whale being decapitated and body stripped, 

the head was hoisted against the side. We went below 
for lunch and silence reigned on deck, and into this 
calm came Ahab from his cabin. He gazed over the 
side, and getting into the chains, took Flask’s spade, 
and striking it into the head, tucked it under his arm 
and leaned over the head.

“Thou hast dived the deepest and moved amid 
this world’s foundations, thou hast seen enough to 
split the planets, yet not one syllable is thine!”

After lunch Queequeg mounted aloft and ran 
out on the yard-arm to where it projected over the 
whale’s head, and securing a whip, he swung the 
rope until I caught it. He dropped onto the head, and 
with the spade he searched for a place to break into 
the sperm case. A bucket was attached to one end of 
the whip, and inserting a pole into it he guided the 
bucket into the head, and up it came bubbling with 
sperm. I emptied it into a tub and sent it aloft again 
until the head would yield no more. As the nineti-
eth bucket came up, Queequeg slipped, and dropped 
into the head.

“Man overboard!” Cried Flask. “Swing the buck-
et!”

Putting a foot in it, we ran him up to the top of 
the head, which throbbed as if seized with an idea. 
Crack! One hook tore out and the head swung side-
ways, and the ship reeled, and the other hook was on 
the point of giving way.
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“Down!” Cried Stubb, but Flask rammed the 
bucket into the well. “Stand clear!”

The mass dropped into the sea and the ship 
rolled away, and clinging to the tackles overhead 
was Flask, while Queequeg was sinking to the bot-
tom of the sea. A naked figure was seen hovering 
over the bulwarks, and a splash announced that 
Stubb had dived to the rescue. He made side lunges 
at the head as it sank, and thrust in his arm, and 
hauled out Queequeg by the scalp-knot.

“Ha!” Cried Flask.
They were brought to the deck, and Queequeg 

was long coming to, and Stubb did not look very 
brisk.

The sperm was manipulated before going to the 
try-works. It had crystallized and I sat squeezing it 
back into fluid. My fingers felt like eels. I sat and 
bathed among those globules. They broke in my 
hands and discharged their opulence like grapes 
their wine, and I squeezed that sperm until I melted 
into it.

A whaling ship has a kiln on deck, the mason-
ry penetrated by the iron mouth of the furnace. It 
was night when our try-works were started, and we 
fed the flames with dry blubber. The works were in 
full operation and we were clear of the carcase, sail 
made, wind freshening, and the dark was licked by 
the flames. Standing on the hatch was the shape of 
the stoker, and with a huge pole Queequeg pitched 
blubber into the pot and stirred until flames darted 
out and licked his toes. The smoke rolled away, and 
to every pitch there was a pitch of oil. Opposite the 
mouth was the windlass, which served for a sofa. 
Here lounged Stubb and Ahab, looking into the 
fire until their eyes were scorched, their features re-
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vealed in the emblazonings as they narrated their 
adventures and their laughter forked out like the 
flames. Queequeg gesticulated as the wind howled 
and the sea leapt, and the ship groaned and shot into 
the black. 

I stood at the helm wrapped in dark red madness. 
The shapes capering in smoke and fire begat kin-
dred visions in my soul. The tiller smote my side 
and in my ear was the hum of sails, I thought my 
eyes were open, and put my fingers to the lids, but 
couldn’t see a compass. Whatever I stood on didn’t 
feel bound to any haven ahead, but rushing from all 
havens astern. My hands grasped the tiller but it was 
inverted. I had turned about and was fronting the 
stern, my back to her prow and the compass. I faced 
back in time to prevent us from flying into the wind 
and capsizing. 

“Let the carcase go!” Cried Ahab.
The whale flashed like a sepulchre as it floated 

away, the water torn by sharks and the air vexed 
with fowls.

You still meet Germans in the Pacific, and the 
Jungfrau was eager to pay her respects. While some 
distance she rounded to and dropped a boat, and her 
captain was impelled towards us holding a lamp-
feeder and an oil can. As he mounted the deck Ahab 
accosted him, and the German evinced his ignorance 
of the White Whale, turning the conversation to his 
feeder and can. Necessities supplied, he departed, 
but hadn’t gained his ship’s side when whales were 
raised. The German slewed around and made after 
them. The game was raised to leeward and he had 
the start on the pod, and in the rear swam a huge 
old bull who stuck to their wake, though the swell 
at his muzzle was dashed. His spout was short, slow, 
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and laborious, coming forth with a gush, and his 
buried extremity caused the water behind him to 
upbubble.

“Who’s got some paregoric?” Cried Stubb. “Think 
of having half an acre of stomache ache! Adverse 
winds are holding mad Christmas in him boys, look, 
did ever a whale so yaw? Must be, he’s lost his tiller. 
Give way!” 

The German led the chase, and shook his lamp 
feeder at us.

“He mocks me!” Cried Stubb. “Give way! Who 
dropped anchor? Here’s grass growing in the boat 
bottom! The mast’s budding! Will ye spit fire or not? 
See the suds he makes! What a hump. Pile on the 
beef! Slap-jacks for supper, baked clams and muffins. 
He’s a hundred barreller! Won’t ye pull, such a sog! 
Such a sogger! Love sperm? There goes three thou-
sand dollars!”

The German pitched his feeder and oil can at 
us.

“Dogger!” Cried Stubb. “Queequeg, snap your 
spine? There she slides! Hurrah for the breeze!”

A crab caught the German’s oar and as he was 
nigh to capsizing we ranged upon his quarter, within 
the whale’s wake, and stretching from us on both 
sides was the swell he made. The whale yawed, and 
broke, and sank, and rolled toward the sky. Que-
equeg shot his dart and it entered the whale, and we 
bumped the German overboard.

“Ye will be picked up presently, sharks astern,” 
cried Stubb. “St. Bernard’s dogs you know, relieve 
distressed travellers. This is the way to sail, rush-
ing down an endless plane! This whale carries the 
mail!”

The monster sounded and the line flew around 
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the loggerhead and gouged grooves as Queequeg 
caught repeated smoking turns with the rope un-
til the gunwales were even with the water, and the 
stern tilted into the air. We remained in that attitude, 
fearful of expending more line. Being hooked up by 
the barbs in his back is what torments the whale into 
rising. Beneath that placidity the utmost monster of 
the seas was wrenching in agony. Not eight inches of 
rope were visible at the bows, and by such a thread 
the leviathan was suspended.

“He stirs,” said Stubb.
The line vibrated, conducting the throbs of the 

whale upwards, and we felt them in our seats. Re-
lieved from the strain the boat bounced upward.

“Haul in! He’s rising.”
The line was flung into the boat and the whale 

broke water a ship’s length from us. His motions 
denoted his exhaustion. When we pulled upon him 
and drew over his flukes, and the lance was darted, 
it was followed by a jet from the wound. His head 
was revealed, and the places where his eyes had been 
were blind bulbs. Still rolling in blood, he disclosed 
a protuberance on his flank.

“Nice spot,” cried Queequeg. “Me prick him.”
“No!” Cried Stubb.
It was too late, at the instant of the dart a jet 

shot from the wound, and goaded into anguish, he 
spouted blood and darted at our craft, bespatter-
ing us with gore, and capsizing us. It was his death 
stroke. He rolled away, panting on his side, and flap-
ping his fin, revolved like a waning world. The body 
showed symptoms of sinking so we secured our 
lines, the dead whale suspended beneath the surface. 
We transferred him to the Pequod and secured him 
with the chains, but the ship was dragged over, and 
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when she would have capsized, Stubb commanded 
to break the chains, but it was impossible to cast 
them off. The ship groaned and the inlayings started 
from their places, and handspikes were brought to 
bear upon the chains to pry them from the timber-
heads. 

“Cut them!” Cried Stubb.
Queequeg seized the hatchet and leaned out 

and slashed the chains. Snap! Every fastening went 
adrift, the ship righted, and the carcase sank. From 
the mast Flask descried that the Jungfrau was low-
ering her boat, though the only spout in sight was 
a fin-back. The Jungfrau crowded all sail and disap-
peared to leeward.

With a fresh wind we were drawing nigh the 
straits of Malacca, which Ahab purposed to pass 
through and descend upon the Line in the Pacific, 
where he counted on giving battle to Moby Dick. I 
was admonished to keep awake, and though cliffs 
loomed to starboard and cinnamon was in the air, 
not a single jet was descried. Renouncing all thought 
of game hereabouts, we entered the straits, when 
Flask’s cry was heard from aloft. On both bows, at 
the distance of a mile, and forming a semicircle em-
bracing half the horizon, a chain of jets were spar-
kling in the air. From the deck this host of spouts 
showed like a thousand chimneys. The whales hur-
ryed through the straits and contracted the wings 
of their semicircle, swimming in one solid, crescen-
tic, center. We pressed after, crowding all sail, and 
Queequeg cheered from the head of the suspended 
whale boat. With stun-sail on stun-sail we sailed, 
when Flask directed our attention to something in 
our wake. Corresponding to the crescent in our van, 
we beheld another in our rear, formed of vapors that 
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hovered without disappearing. Ahab revolved in his 
pivot hole and levelled his glass. 

“Pirates!”
They were in hot pursuit, but when we were giv-

ing chase ourselves, how kind of these philanthro-
pists to assist in speeding us to our pursuit, mere rid-
ing whips to us. Ahab paced the deck, in his forward 
turn beholding the monsters he chased, and in the 
after one the pirates chasing him. When he glanced 
on the cliffs of the strait we were sailing through, and 
thought that through this gate lay his vengeance, 
and beheld how he was chasing and being chased to 
his end, his brow went gaunt. We shot by Cockatoo 
Point after dropping the pirates astern, and emerg-
ing upon the waters beyond, the whales abated, and 
the wind died away, and word was passed to spring 
to the boat. A commotion among the herd gave to-
ken that they were gallied, and the columns broke 
up, swimming hither thither, betraying their panic. 
Though all were in motion, yet the herd neither ad-
vanced nor retreated, but remained in one place. 

We made for a lone whale on the outskirts of 
the shoal, and Queequeg’s harpoon was flung. The 
stricken fish darted away with us, steering for the 
heart of the herd. The whale plunged forward and 
we steered through their channels and straits. Stubb 
steered us manfully, sheering off from this monster 
and edging away from that, while Queequeg stood 
in the bow pricking whatever he could reach with 
his lance.

“Out of the way!” Cried Stubb. “Hard down with 
your tail!”

The druggs were darted and the whales ran off, 
fettered by the resistance. Upon flinging the last, in 
the act of tossing the block overboard, it caught un-



28

der Stubb’s seat and tore it out, dropping him to the 
bottom of the boat. The sea came in at the wounded 
planks but we stuffed our shirts in. As we went fur-
ther from the commotion the disorder waned, and 
when the harpoon drew out, and our whale van-
ished, we slid into the heart of the shoal. Here the 
storms between the whales were heard but not felt. 
In this expanse the sea presented a sleek, and in the 
distance we beheld the tumult of the outer circles 
and saw pods going around like horses in a ring. As 
we watched for a breach in the wall that hemmed us 
in, we were visited by cows and calves that snuffled 
up to our gunwales. Stubb patted their foreheads 
and Queequeg scratched their backs with his lance. 
Beneath the surface floated nursing mothers, and 
the young whales look up at us as if we were a bit 
of seaweed. One of these infants seemed scarce re-
covered from that position it had occupied in the 
maternal reticule, the fins and flukes retaining a 
crumpled appearance.

“Line!” Cried Queequeg. “Him fast!”
“What?” Cried Stubb.
“Look.”
Below us were coils of umbilical cord, maternal 

end loose, entangled with the hempen one, thus 
trapping the cub. As we lay entranced, we saw the 
occasional spectacle in the distance. When fast to a 
powerful whale it is the practice to maim his tail ten-
don with a spade. A whale wounded in this way was 
entangled in the line around his tail, and the spade 
had worked loose from his flesh. He was tossing it 
about, and this recalled the herd from their fright, 
and they tumbled against each other, and the lake 
began to heave and swell, the bridal-chambers and 
nurseries vanished, and the whales swam in clusters. 
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The calm departed as they came tumbling upon 
their inner center. 

“Grip your oars and clutch your souls!” Whis-
pered Stubb as he and Queequeg changed places, 
Stubb taking the stern and seizing the helm. “Shove 
him off, Queequeg! Prick him!”

We were jammed between two bulks, leaving 
a strait between, and we shot into an opening, and 
gave way, and waited for an outlet, and at last we 
slid into the outer circle, purchased by the loss of 
Queequeg’s hat. Clumped in one body the whales 
renewed their flight. Further pursuit was useless, but 
we lingered to pick up what drugged whales might 
drop astern, and to secure one Queequeg had killed 
and Stubb had waifed. Only one of the drugged 
whales was captured.

“Somewhere are some of those drugged whales,” 
said Stubb.

In the distance lay a ship whose furled sails beto-
kened a whale was alongside. The stranger showed 
French colors, and by the encircling sea-fowl it was 
plain that a blasted whale was alongside. Stubb rec-
ognised his spade tangled in the lines around the 
tail.

“Here’s a Crappo content with our leavings,” he 
laughed. “Pass a hat and let’s make a present of oil 
for charity’s sake. What oil he’ll get from that whale 
wouldn’t be fit to burn in a condemned cell. Get 
more oil trying our masts than he’ll get from that 
sack of bones. Though it may contain ambergris.”

We were entrapped in the smell, and with no 
hope of escape, except by it breezing up, Stubb 
pulled off for the stranger, whose headboard read, 
Bouton de Rose.

“A wooden rose-bud eh?” Said Stubb. “How it 
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smells!” He pulled around the starboard bow to the 
blasted whale. “Speak English?”

“Yea,” said a man from the bulwarks.
“Seen the White Whale?”
“Cachalot Blanche! No.”
“I will call again in a minute.”
Pulling back to the Pequod and seeing Ahab 

leaning over the quarter-deck, Stubb moulded his 
hands into a trumpet. 

“No Sir!”
Stubb returned to the Frenchman, and perceived 

that the man, who was in the chains using a cutting 
spade, had slung his nose in a bag.

“Broke your nose?”
“Wish I didn’t have one!”
“No sense trying to get any oil out of that, he 

hasn’t a gill in his whole carcase.”
“Captain won’t believe it, come aboard and may-

be he’ll believe you if he won’t me.”
“Anything to oblige ye,” rejoined Stubb, mount-

ing to the deck where sailors in tasselled caps were 
getting the tackles ready, working slow and talking 
fast, their noses projecting as they ran to the mast 
for fresh air. Stubb and the man concocted a plan 
for satirizing the Captain. The man, as interpreter, 
was to tell the Captain what he pleased, but as com-
ing from Stubb, and Stubb was to utter anything that 
came to mind. Their victim appeared from his cabin, 
a delicate man with a moustache and velvet vest, and 
Stubb was introduced, and the interpreter began.

“What shall I say?”
“That he looks babyish.”
“He says,” said the interpreter in French. “That 
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yesterday his ship spoke to a vessel whose captain 
and chief-mate, with six sailors, died of a fever 
caught from a blasted whale.”

The Captain started.
“What now?”
“That he’s a baboon.”
“He conjures us to cut loose.”
The Captain cast loose from the whale.
“What now?”
“That I diddled him, and (aside) somebody 

else.”
“Says he’s happy to be of service.”
The Captain invited Stubb to drink a bottle of 

Bordeaux.
“He wants to take a glass of wine with you.”
“Against my principles.”
“His principles won’t admit of his drinking, but if 

Monsieur wants to live another day to drink he best 
drop a boat and pull away from these whales.”

As Stubb was getting into his boat he hailed the 
interpreter to this effect, that having a tow line, he 
would pull the whale off while the Frenchman’s boat 
towed their ship away. 

Slacking a long tow line, Stubb towed off his 
whale. A breeze sprang up, and Stubb feigned to cast 
off as the Frenchman hoisted his boat and increased 
his distance, and the Pequod slid between. Stubb 
commenced an excavation behind the side fin, when 
his spade struck the ribs. The nosegay increased, and 
from out of the heart of this plague there stole a 
stream of perfume which flowed through the bad 
smells like a river flowing into and along with an-
other without being blended for a time.
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“I have it!” Cried Stubb. 
He thrust his hands in and drew out hunks of 

old yellow cheese, or ambergris, six handfuls in all. 
More was lost in the sea and more might have been 
secured were it not for Ahab’s command to come 
aboard.

Another ship was bearing down under our stern, 
and trumpet to mouth Ahab stood in his quarter-
boat, his leg revealed to the Captain who was re-
clining in his bow and dressed in a roundabout that 
hung in festoons of blue pilot-cloth, his one empty 
arm streaming behind.

“Hast thou seen the White Whale!”
“See this?” Replied the Captain, withdrawing his 

arm from the folds, a whale bone arm terminating 
in a mallet head.

“Man my boat!” Cried Ahab. “Stand by to low-
er!”

Ahab was soon alongside, but was reduced to 
eyeing the height he could hardly hope to gain. A 
man leaned over the side and swung him a rope, not 
thinking a one-legged man too much of a cripple. 

“Swing the cutting tackle,” said the Captain.
Their tackles were aloft, and the blubber hook 

was still attached to the end. It was lowered to Ahab 
who slid into it and helped to hoist his weight. He 
was swung to the bulwarks and landed upon the cap-
stan as the Captain advanced with his arm thrust in 
welcome, and Ahab, putting out his leg, crossed it.

“Where did’st thou see the White Whale?”
“On the Line last season.”
“Took that arm?”
“He was the cause.”
“Spin me the yarn.”
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“It was the first time I cruised the Line. We low-
ered for a pod and my boat fastened, then up breach-
es the White Whale, all wrinkles, harpoons sticking 
out near his fin.”

“Mine!”
“He goes snapping at my fast line!”
“To part it.”
“The line caught in his teeth, and when we pulled 

it we came up to his hump. I resolved to capture 
him, and snatching a harpoon I let him have it. I 
was befogged with foam, the tail looming, and as I 
was groping after the second iron, down comes the 
tail, cutting my boat in two. I seized my harpoon, 
which was sticking out of him, and clung to that, 
but the sea dashed me off, and the whale went down, 
and the barb caught me and ripped along my arm, 
and came out nigh my wrist, and I floated up. That 
gentleman will tell you the rest.”

The gentleman was standing nearby, his face 
round but sober, dressed in a blue frock and patched 
trowsers, dividing his attention between a marling-
spike and a pill-box. 

“Bad wound,” began the Doctor. “I stood our old 
Sammy—”

“Samuel Enderby is my ship,” interrupted the 
Captain.

“I stood us off to the north to get out of the 
weather but it was no use, I did all I could, sat up 
with him nights, was—”

“Severe! Drinking toddies with me until he 
couldn’t put on the bandages, sending me to bed at 
three in the morning. Very severe is Doctor Bunger. 
Rather be killed by him than kept alive by any other 
man.”
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“I never drink—”
“Water!” Cried the Captain. “Throws him into hy-

drophobia.”
“The wound grew black, so off it came,” said the 

Doctor. “I had no hand in shipping that ivory arm, 
made it himself, and put that hammer on the end. 
See this dent?” The Doctor removed his hat and 
brushed his hair aside. “Captain will tell you how 
that came to be.”

“Was there ever such a Bunger? You ought to be 
pickled and preserved for future ages.”

“What became of the White Whale?” Cried 
Ahab.

“After he sounded we didn’t see him.”
“Did’st thou cross his wake again?”
“Twice.”
“Fasten?”
“Ain’t one limb enough?”
“Give your other for bait,” said the Doctor. “He 

can’t digest a man’s arm, if you’re quick and have a 
mind to pawn one for the other, the arm is yours.”

“He’s welcome to the one he has but not another. 
No more white whales for me, I’m satisfied. Glory 
in killing him, though, and shiploads of sperm. But 
best let alone.”

“How long since thou saw him!” Cried Ahab.
“His blood is boiling!” Cried the Doctor, walking 

around Ahab. “His pulse makes these planks beat!”
“Avast!” Roared Ahab, dashing him against the 

bulwarks. “Which way heading?”
“East!”
Ahab, swinging the cutting tackle, dropped into 

his boat and sprang to his oar, his back to the Ender-



35

by and his face to the Pequod, and thus he stood 
until alongside. Meanwhile we were pumping the 
hold and oil came up with the water. The casks had 
sprung a leak.

“We must break out the hold,” said Stubb.
“Heave-to here to tinker old hoops!” Cried 

Ahab.
“That or waste it all!”
“If we get it.”
“I was speaking of the oil.”
“Let it leak!”
“What will the owners say?”
“Who cares?”
“Shall we not understand each other?”
Ahab pointed his musket at Stubb. 
“Thou art a good fellow,” said Ahab at last, and 

raising his voice. “Furl the sails and close-reef top-
sails fore and aft, back the mainyard and break out 
the hold!”

We hoisted out tierces of bread, beef, and shooks 
of staves, and bundles of hoops, until the deck was 
hard to get about, and the hull echoed as if you were 
treading over catacombs. Stooping over the hatch 
I saw Queequeg crawling through the slime. He 
caught a chill that lapsed into a fever, and wasted 
away until there was little left of him but his tat-
tooes. As his cheeks grew sharp his eyes rounded like 
circles on the water. He took my hand and said that 
he wanted a burial canoe. There was some lumber 
about, and from it the coffin was made. Flask took 
Queequeg’s measurements, and going to the bench, 
measured the length of the coffin and cut notches in 
its extremities, and marshalled the planks to work. 
When the last nail was driven in, he went forward. 
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Queequeg commanded it be brought to him, and 
called for his harpoon. I put the iron and a paddle 
in, and arranged biscuits around the sides, and put 
a flask at the head, and a bag of earth at the foot, 
with a piece of sail-cloth for a pillow. He was lifted 
into his bed, and asked for his negro idol. Crossing 
his arms, he called for the lid to be closed, and there 
he lay.

“Rarmai,” he murmured.
Recalling a duty ashore, he changed his mind 

about dying. Queequeg leapt to his feet, threw out 
his arms, stretched, yawned, and springing into the 
head of the whale boat, poised his harpoon. Penetrat-
ing into the cruising ground we were engaged for 
twenty hours a day in pulling, sailing, or paddling 
after the whales. Under an abated sun, afloat upon 
the swells, mixing with the waves and beholding the 
brilliancy of the ocean, one forgets the heart that 
pants beneath, and that this paw conceals a fang. In 
his whale boat the rover regards the sea as earth, and 
the ship reveals the tops of her masts like a horse 
showing her ears through the verdure.

A ship that had just wedged in her last cask of 
oil sailed past, and they wore red streamers in their 
hats, and hanging from the bowsprit was the jaw of 
a whale. Signals and jacks were flying from her rig-
ging, and lashed in her tops were barrels of sperm, 
above which, in her cross-trees, were breakers of the 
same fluid nailed to her main-truck. Barrels of beef 
had been given away to make room for the sperm, 
and casks had been bartered for, and were stowed in 
the state rooms. The table had been knocked into 
kindling and they dined off an oil-butt. They had 
caulked their sea-chests and filled them, and the 
cook filled his boiler, and the steward plugged his 



coffee pot, and the harpooneers headed their irons. 
Everything was filled with sperm. As the ship bore 
down upon us the sound of a drum was heard, and 
her try-pots, covered with whale skin, gave forth a 
roar. There were dancing girls from the Isles, and 
suspended in a boat, a negro presiding over the jig 
with his fiddle. Their captain stood on the quar-
terdeck, and Ahab was on his as the ships crossed 
wakes.

“Come aboard!”
“Seen the White Whale?”
“Come aboard!”
“Lost any men?”
“I’ll take that black from your brow!”
“Forward! Keep her to the wind!”
While the full ship went before the breeze, we 

fought against it, and parting, we looked at them, 
but they never heeded our gaze. 

Ahab cast his eyes aloft. Seated in the hoisted 
boat he observing the sun. In that sea the days are 
freshets and the sun is the focus of the ocean’s glass. 
The sky is lacquer and there are no clouds. In these 
seas the mariner encounters the Typhoon. 

We were torn of our canvas, the sea roared, and 
the mast fluttered with rags. Stubb directed the 
hoisting and lashing of the boat, but it didn’t escape, 
the sea stove in the bottom.

“The gale comes from the East!” Cried Stubb. 
“Mark his boat? Stove in the stern where he’s wont 
to stand!”

“What’s in the wind?” Cried Flask.
“Around the Cape is the shortest way home, 

we can turn the gale into a homeward wind,” said 
Stubb.

37
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Thunder rolled overhead.
“Who’s there?” Said Stubb.
“Old Thunder!” Cried Ahab.
“Lightning rods! Drop them over!”
“Fair play,” said Ahab. “Let them be.”
“Look! The masts are tipped with flame!”
“The corpusants! Have mercy!” Cried Flask.
Queequeg revealed his teeth and his tattooing 

burned like flames. The tableau waned with the pal-
lidness aloft, and we were wrapped in a pall. 

 “We are candles, see!” Cried Flask.
“The flame lights the way to the White Whale!” 

Cried Ahab. “Hand me those links!”
With upward eye, and high-flung arm, he stood 

before the flames, which leapt to thrice their previ-
ous height, and Ahab closed his eyes.

 “The boat!” Cried Stubb. “Look!”
Ahab’s harpoon was lashed in the bow and the 

sea knocked off the sheath, and from the barb there 
came a flame of pale fire. As the harpoon burned 
Stubb grasped Ahab by the arm. 

“Let me square the yards and make for home!”
“Your oaths are as binding as mine,” Ahab 

snatched the harpoon and extinguished the flame. 
“I blow out the last fear!”

“Send down the main-top sail-yard,” yelled Stubb. 
“The band has worked loose and the lee-lift is strand-
ed.”

“Lash it,” said Ahab.
“Shall I get the anchor inboard?”
“Lash everything.”
During the Typhoon Stubb had been hurled to 

the deck, but hadn’t failed to notice the velocity with 
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which the compass revolved. The Typhoon abated 
and the jib and main top-sails were cut and went 
away to leeward. New sails were reefed and a try-sail 
was set further aft so that the ship once again went 
through the water with some precision, and Stubb 
was given the course, south-east. During the gale 
he had steered according to its vicissitudes, now he 
brought her as near her course as possible, watch-
ing the compass, and the wind came around astern, 
and the foul breeze became fair. The yards were 
squared, and we sang for joy. Stubb trimmed the 
yards and went to apprise Ahab of the circumstance, 
but paused before the door, his lamp casting shadow 
upon the musket rack.

“He would have shot me once,” he murmured. 
“There’s the musket. Loaded? Aye, powder in the 
pan. I come to report a fair wind, but how fair? He 
would have killed me with this thing I handle now. 
Shall he drag us down to doom with him? Is there 
no other way? Make him a prisoner? Only a fool 
would try it. What remains? The land is hundreds 
of leagues away and I stand with two oceans and 
a continent between myself and law. Would I be a 
murderer if—”

He put the musket against the door. 
“Ahab’s hammock swings within, his head this 

way. A touch, and I may survive to hug my wife and 
child again. The wind has shifted, the fore and main-
top sails are reefed and set, she heads her course.”

The musket shook against the panel, and turning 
from the door, he put it down.

The sea pushed us like giant palms outspread, 
and the sky and air seemed sails, and the world 
boomed before the wind. Muffled in the light the 
sun was only known by the intensity of her place, 
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and her rays moved on in stacks, and the sea seemed 
a crucible of gold. Every time we pitched Ahab 
turned to eye the sun, and saw how her rays blended 
with his wake.

“Ship! Thou mightest well be the sea-chariot of 
the sun, all ye before my prow, I bring her to ye!” 

Then, hurrying to the helm, he demanded how 
the ship was heading.

“South-east,” said Stubb.
“Liar! East at this hour, and the sun astern?”
Ahab caught a glimpse of the compass, which 

pointed east, and the ship was going west. 
“The thunder turned our compass!” He cried.
Ahab shouted his orders. The yards were hard up, 

and we thrust into the opposing wind. 
“Stubb, a lance, a hammer, and a sail needle!”
He knocked off the head of the lance, and hand-

ing Stubb the rod, bade him hold it without touch-
ing the deck. He put the sail needle on top and ham-
mered it, and suspended the sail needle over the 
compass, where it quivered and settled to its place. 

“The sun is east and this needle swears it!”
We held our course toward the equator, and when 

we drew near, and were sailing by a cluster of islets, 
Stubb was startled by a cry. Ahab explained that the 
islets were full of seals, and some young ones must 
have risen nigh the ship to keep her company, sob-
bing with their human wail. 

But we heard another cry, and looking up we 
saw Flask at the masthead, a phantom in the air, and 
looking down, bubbles in the sea. The life-buoy was 
dropped but no hand rose to seize it. The sun had 
shrunken it, and the wood filled at every pore, and 
it followed Flask to the bottom. No cask could be 
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found to replace the life-buoy, and we were going to 
leave the ship without one when Queequeg hinted 
at his coffin.

“A life-buoy of a coffin!” Cried Ahab. “Rig it.”
“Shall I nail down the lid and caulk the seams 

and pay it over with pitch?” Asked Stubb.
“Make a life-buoy of it.”
The coffin lay upon two tubs between the bench 

and the hatchway, and Stubb caulked the seams, a 
string of oakum unwinding from a roll in the bosom 
of his frock. 

Ahab came from the gangway.
“Thy coffin lies handy to the vault.”
“So it does.”
“Didn’t my stump come from thy shop?”
“Does it stand?”
 “Art thou not a scamp to be making legs, and 

coffins, and life-buoys? Dost thou not sing? The 
grave-digger in the play sings spade in hand.”

“He made music because there was none in his 
spade, but my mallet is full of it.”

“The lid’s a sounding-board, there’s naught be-
neath. Yet a coffin with a body in it rings the same. 
Art thou a silk-worm? Dost thou spin thy own 
shroud? Despatch! Get these traps out of sight.”

Ahab went aft. 
“That was sudden, but squalls come in hot lati-

tudes. Some equator cuts yon old man in his middle. 
He’s always under the Line, fiery hot! He’s looking 
this way, come, oakum, quick. This mallet is the cork 
and I’m a professor of musical glasses, tap tap!”

“There’s a sight! A woodpecker tapping his tree! 
Blind and dumb might well be envied now! A wag 
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that fellow, rat tat! So man’s seconds tick! Here’s 
death made the sign of help, a lifebuoy of a coffin! 
Will ye never have done with that sound?”

A ship was descried bearing down upon us, her 
spars clustered with men. We were making good 
speed, but as the stranger shot nigh, our sails fell.

 “Seen the White Whale?” Cried Ahab.
“Yesterday—seen a boat adrift?”
Ahab would have boarded the stranger, when the 

Captain stopped his vessel’s way and descended her 
side. A few pulls and his hook clinched our chains 
and he sprang to the deck. 

“Where was he!” Cried Ahab.
On the afternoon previous, while their boats 

were engaged with a shoal, Moby Dick loomed out 
of the water, and a third boat was lowered, and suc-
ceeded in fastening, as far as the masthead could 
tell. He saw the boat, then bubbling water, and 
nothing more. The recalls were put in the rigging, 
and forced to pick up her other boats before going 
in quest of the third, the ship left it until the rest 
were aboard, then, crowding all sail after the miss-
ing boat, and kindling a fire in her pots, every other 
man stood aloft on the lookout. She sailed all night 
and found nothing, and dashed on, and again paused 
and lowered her boats, and continued until daylight, 
and not a glimpse of the missing keel had been seen. 
The Captain desired us to unite in the search, sailing 
five miles apart on parallel lines, sweeping a double 
horizon.

“Someone in that boat wore off his best coat,” 
Stubb whispered. “See how pale, it wasn’t his—”

“My boy’s among them, let me charter your 
ship.”
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“His son!” Cried Stubb.
“Drown,” said Queequeg. “Heard him spirits.”
“Ahab, you have a boy,” said the Captain. “Safe at 

home. You relent, I see it. Run, men, and stand by to 
square in the yards.”

 “Touch not a rope-yarn!” Cried Ahab. “Captain 
Gardiner, I won’t do it. Even now I lose time. Stubb, 
brace forward and let the ship sail as before.”

Ahab descended, leaving Captain Gardiner trans-
fixed, but starting from his enchantment, he hurried 
to the side and fell into his boat. We diverged, and 
Gardiner was seen yawing at every spot on the sea, 
the yards swinging around as he tacked, beating 
against a headwind, masts and yards clustered with 
men. Ahab rigged a nest of bowlines and sent Que-
equeg aloft with a block. Receiving the ends, and ty-
ing one to his basket, Ahab pinned the other to the 
rail, and with that end in his hand he settled his eye 
upon Stubb. 

“Take the rope.”
Arranging himself in the basket, Ahab was hoist-

ed to his perch, and Stubb secured the rope, and 
stood near it. With one hand around the mast Ahab 
gazed upon the sea. A hawk came screaming around 
his head, before his eyes, the bill at his nose, and 
darted away with his hat, far in advance of the prow, 
and disappeared. We sailed on and the waves went 
by, the coffin swung, and another ship was descried. 
As she drew nigh all eyes were fixed upon the bro-
ken ribs and planks of a whale boat on her deck.

“Seen the White Whale?” Cried Ahab.
“Look!” Replied the Captain, pointing to the 

wreck.
“Killed him?”
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“The harpoon isn’t yet forged that will do that.” 
“Here I hold his death! I will temper it in that 

place where the White Whale most feels his life!”
“See that,” said the Captain, pointing to a ham-

mock on deck. “I bury one of five men, the rest were 
buried before they died, you sail upon their tomb,” 
and turning. “Place the plank on the rail and lift the 
body.”

“Brace forward!” Cried Ahab.
The Pequod was not fast enough to escape the 

splash, and as we slid away the lifebuoy hanging 
at our stern came into relief. It was a blue day and 
the air and sea were inseparable, the air was pure 
and soft and the sea heaved. Hither and thither 
flew small birds, and in the deep rushed whales and 
sharks. Ahab lifted his brow to Heaven, and cross-
ing the deck he leaned over the side and watched 
his shadow sink. The aroma dispelled the canker-
ous thing in his soul, and the world threw her arms 
around him and sobbed as if over one that she could 
not find it in her heart to bless. Ahab dropped a tear 
into the sea. 

“Stubb!”
“Sir.”
“On one such day as this I struck my first whale! 

Stubb, let me look into a human eye, the magic 
glass! I see my wife and child! Stay on board! Lower 
not when I give chase to Moby Dick!”

“Why should anyone chase that fish! Let us home! 
Wife and child too are mine! Alter the course! How 
cheerily to Nantucket again! I think they have some 
such mild blue days as this.”

“Some summer mornings about this time. It’s his 
noon nap now, the boy wakes, sits up in bed, and 
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his mother tells him how I’m abroad, but will come 
back to dance him again.”

“Tis my Mary! She promised to carry my boy up 
the hill every morning to catch the first glimpse 
of our sail! It’s done! We head for Nantucket! Let’s 
away! The boy’s face from the window! His hand on 
the hill!”

Ahab’s glance was averted and like a fruit tree he 
cast his last apple to the soil.

“Who commands me? Is Ahab Ahab? Yon alba-
core! Who put it into him to fang that flying-fish? 
The air smells as if it blew from a meadow where 
they have been making hay and the mowers are 
sleeping among it, toil how we may we all sleep at 
last on the field and rust like last year’s scythes!”

Blanched to a corpse hue with despair the mate 
had stolen away. Ahab crossed the deck and started 
at two eyes in the water. The old man went to his 
pivot hole and snuffed the air, and declared a whale 
to be near. Soon that odor was palpable to all, and 
Ahab ordered the course to be altered.

“Masthead! What d’ye see?”
“Nothing sir!”
“Top gallant sails! Stun-sails! Alow and aloft, both 

sides!”
Ahab cast loose the lifeline was hoisted up, when 

peering ahead he raised a cry. 
“It’s Moby Dick!”
We rushed to the rigging to behold the White 

Whale as Ahab gained his perch above Stubb on the 
top gallant mast. From this height Moby Dick was 
seen a mile ahead, revealing his white hump and jet-
ting his spout into the air. 

“Did ye see him before me?” Cried Ahab.
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“Same time as you,” said Stubb.
“Not the same, the doubloon is mine! There 

she blows! He’s going to sound! In stun-sails! Stand 
by the boats. Helm! Luff a point! Steady! There go 
flukes! Ready the boat? Stand by! Lower me!”

Ahab slid through the air to the deck.
“He’s heading to leeward!” Cried Stubb.
“Hard down the helm! Brace up! Boat!”
The boat was dropped, sail set, paddles ply-

ing, and we shot to leeward like shells, but slowly 
nearing the foe. As we neared him the ocean grew 
smooth, drawing a carpet over the waves, and we 
came so nigh his white hump was visible sliding 
along in a ring of foam, and the wrinkles, and shad-
ow from his milky forehead, a rippling shade, and 
behind the water flowed into the valley of his wake. 
On each side, coincident with the swell, he shed off 
enticings. Through the sea he moved on, withhold-
ing from sight his trunk and jaw. The fore part of 
him rose and his body formed an arch, and waving 
his flukes, he revealed himself, sounded, and went 
out of sight. The fowls lingered as we floated with 
sails adrift, awaiting his reappearance.

“An hour,” said Ahab, standing in the stern and 
gazing to leeward. His eyes whirled as the breeze 
freshened, and the sea swelled.

“The birds!”
They were flying toward us and began flutter-

ing over the water. As Ahab peered into the depths 
he saw a white spot magnifying as it rose, until two 
rows of teeth were seen floating up from the bottom, 
and Moby Dick’s open mouth yawned like a marble 
tomb. Ahab swept us aside and went to the bow, and 
seizing his harpoon, commanded us to grasp our 
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oars. The bow was made to face the whale, but per-
ceiving this, Moby Dick shot lengthwise beneath the 
boat and thrilled through each timber, taking the 
bows in his mouth, his lower jaw curling into the air. 
The jaw was an inch from Ahab’s head, and reach-
ing higher than that, as he shook the cedar and we 
tumbled over each other to gain the stern. 

While he dallied with our craft, from his body 
being submerged beneath the boat, he couldn’t be 
darted at. Ahab seized the jaw and strove to wrench 
it free, but the boat only slipping further into his 
mouth, and tilting over as it slipped, the boat spilled 
us out, and we fell flat-faced upon the sea. The gun-
wales bent in, collapsed, and snapped, and the jaws 
bit the craft in two, and locked fast between the 
wrecks. These floated aside, ends drooping, and we 
clung to the gunwales, striving to hold fast to the 
oars.

Moby Dick thrust his head in the billows and re-
volved his body so that when his forehead rose out 
of the water the swells broke against it and tossed 
spray into the air. He swam around us churning the 
water in his wake, and all this had been descried by 
Stubb from the Pequod, and squaring her yards, he 
bore down upon the scene.

“Drive him off!”
The prows were pointed, and breaking up the 

circle, the ship parted Moby Dick from his victim. As 
he swam off the ship flew to the rescue. Dragged in 
by Stubb, the tension of Ahab’s strength did crack, 
and he yielded to his doom. 

“The harpoon,” he said at last. “Is it safe?”
“It wasn’t darted,” said Stubb. “This is it.”
“Lay it before me. Help, I wish to stand. I see him 

going to leeward, what a spout! Hands off! The sap 
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runs in Ahab’s bones again!”
We hoisting everything to the side of the ship, 

and stacking her canvas high, and outstretching it 
with stun-sails, we bore down upon Moby Dick. Stubb 
announced his spout from the masthead, and Ahab 
took the time when he sounded, and with watch in 
hand, his voice was heard when the last second of 
the allotted hour expired. 

“See him?”
“No sir!” 
He hailed Stubb aloft and bid him hoist a sail still 

higher, or spread one to a still greater breadth, and 
as he passed his own wrecked boat, he paused. 

“Aloft! See him?”
“No sir!”
“How heading when last seen?”
“Leeward.”
“Down royals and top-gallant stun-sails. We 

mustn’t run over him. Helm! Keep her before the 
wind! Aloft! Come down! This gold is mine, I earned 
it, but I’ll let it abide until the White Whale is dead, 
who raises him on the day he’s killed, this gold is his, 
and if I raise him, ten times its sum shall be divided 
among ye! Make sail! Top-gallant sails!”

We tore on, leaving a furrow in the sea.
“This motion creeps up one’s legs and tingles 

the heart,” said Stubb. “We go the gait that leaves no 
dust behind! Ye can’t escape, the fiend is after ye!”

Moby Dick burst into view, rising from the depths 
and booming into the air.

“There she breaches!”
In the blue sea, relieved against the blue sky, the 

spray glittered like a glacier and faded like a shower 
in a vale.
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“Breach your last!” Cried Ahab as he reached the 
spare boat. “Lower away! Stubb, the Pequod is thine, 
keep away from us but keep near, and lower!”

Moby Dick turned and was coming for our boat, 
and Ahab pulled up to his forehead, but while we 
were plain to his eye, the whale rushed. He had so 
crossed and entangled the lines that they foreshort-
ened and warped us toward him. Ahab paid out 
more line, when, corkscrewed in the maze, loose har-
poons and lances came flashing up to the bow. Ahab 
reached through the rays of steel, and dragging in 
the line beyond, sundered the rope, and dropped 
the fagot into the sea. The White Whale made a 
rush among the tangles and dragged us toward his 
flukes, and diving, disappeared. 

While we were reaching after the line-tubs, oars, 
and other floating furniture, and while I bobbed 
like a vial, twitching my legs to escape the sharks, 
and Queequeg was singing out for someone to ladle 
him up, and while Ahab pulled into the creamy pool 
to rescue whom he could, in that peril Ahab’s boat 
seemed drawn up by invisible wires, as shooting 
from the sea, Moby Dick dashed against the bottom 
and sent the boat turning into the air, until it fell, 
gunwale down, and Ahab struggled out from under 
like a seal from a sea-side cave. The whale landed 
some distance and felt around with his flukes, and 
whenever the least crumb touched his skin he drew 
back his tail and it came sideways smiting the sea. 
Satisfied his work was done, he plied ahead, and 
trailing after him were the tangled lines.

The Pequod came to the rescue, and picking up 
the floating mariners, tubs, and oars, Stubb landed 
us on deck. Ahab was found clinging to his boat’s 
broken half, and when he was helped on deck he 
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hung upon Stubb’s shoulder, and his ivory leg had 
been snapped off.

“I put good work into that leg,” said Stubb. “No 
bones broken I hope.”

“Even with a broken bone I am untouched. No 
White Whale or man can graze me! Which way?”

“Leeward.”
“Up helm, pile on the sail.”
“Let me help thee to the bulwarks first.”
“How this splinter gores me!”
“Sir?”
“Give me that lance for a cane. I haven’t seen it. 

Can’t be! Missing? Quick! Gone? The harpoon! Toss 
over the litter, see it? This hand did dart it! Tis in the 
fish! Aloft! Keep him nailed, quick! Hoist the roy-
als, a pull on the sheets! Helm! Steady! I’ll slay him 
yet!”

“Never wilt thou capture him!” Cried Stubb. 
“Twice stove to splinters, and thy leg once more 
snatched from under thee. Shall we chase him until 
he swamps the last man? Shall we be dragged to the 
bottom? To the infernal world!”

“This was rehearsed by thee and me a billion 
years before this ocean rolled, I act under orders, 
look thou obeyest mine. Ye see a man cut down to 
a stump, propped up by a lonely foot. Tis me, my 
body’s part, but my soul is a centipede. I feel strained 
as ropes that tow a dismasted frigate in a gale, and 
I may look so, but before I break ye will hear me 
crack, and until then know my hawser tows my pur-
pose yet. Believe in omens? Laugh and cry encore! 
Before they drown things twice rise, and rise again 
to sink forevermore. So with Moby Dick, he will rise 
to spout his last!”
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The whale was still in sight to leeward and the 
sail was shortened, and we toiled in the rigging, and 
sharpened our weapons. Stubb made Ahab another 
leg, while Ahab glanced due east.

“See him?”
“Nothing sir.”
“Follow that wake and steady as thou go, what a 

day! This skull cracks like a glass of ice, but still this 
hair is growing like grass that grows anywhere. How 
the wind blows it about. This wind that has venti-
lated prisons and hospitals comes hither as innocent 
as fleece. Were I the wind I would blow no more on 
such a miserable world. In every fight it has the last 
blow, and run tilting at it and you run through it! 
Yet these Trade Winds that veer not however the 
currents turn and tack, and rivers swift and swerve 
uncertain where to go at last, these Trade Winds that 
blow my ship along blow my soul along! Aloft! What 
d’ye see?”

“Nothing sir.”
“See the sun! I’ve oversailed him, he’s chasing 

me! About! Man the braces!”
“Against the wind he steers for the jaw,” mur-

mured Stubb. “My bones are damp and wet my flesh 
from the inside!”

“Sway me up!” Cried Ahab.
“Aye,” said Stubb, and Ahab swung on high, and 

three points off the weather bow he descried the 
spout.

“There she blows! Moby Dick! Crowd her into the 
wind, he’s too far off to lower. There’s a shower to 
leeward. Such lovely leewardings! They must lead 
to something else than land, more palmy than the 
palms. The White Whale goes that way. Goodbye 
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mast, we’ll talk tonight when Moby Dick lies down 
there tied tail to head!”

Ahab was lowered to the deck, and the boat was 
lowered next, and standing in the stern, Ahab hov-
ered upon the point of descent.

“Stubb!”
“Sir?”
“For a third time I go.”
“Thou wilt have it so.”
“Shake hands with me.”
Their hands met, Stubb’s tears the glue. 
“Go not!”
“Lower away!” Cried Ahab.
“Sharks! Come back!”
The boat leapt on as the sharks snapped. 
“Future things swim before me in empty outlines 

and the past grows dim,” murmured Stubb. “Mary! 
Thou fadest in pale glories behind me. Boy! I see thy 
eyes. Strangest problems of life seem clearing, but 
clouds sweep between. My legs feel like his who has 
footed it all day. See my boy on the hill?”

“Drive in your nails, waves!” Ahab knew the 
whale had sounded, but held his way.

The water swelled as bedraggled with ropes and 
harpoons a vast form shot from the sea, and shroud-
ed in mist it hovered in the air, and fell back into the 
deep. Crushed thirty feet upwards the water flashed 
like a fountain and sank in a shower, leaving the 
surface creamed like new milk around the marble 
trunk of Moby Dick.

“Give way!”
We darted forth, but maddened by irons, the 

whale’s forehead knitted together and he came 
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churning his tail, spilling out our lances and dash-
ing in the bows. While we stopped the leaks, Moby 
Dick swam out from us and turned and showed his 
flank, and lashed to the fish’s back was a torn body. 

The harpoon dropped from Ahab’s hand.
Moby Dick had passed the Pequod, which was 

sailing in the other direction, though her headway 
had been stopped. 

“Ahab,” cried Stubb. “It’s not too late! Moby Dick 
seeks thee not, thou seekest him!”

Setting sail, we were impelled to leeward, and as 
we slid by the Pequod Ahab saw Stubb leaning over 
the rail, and hailed him to follow. The White Whale 
began to abate, and as we skimmed the waves the 
sharks bit at our oars.

 “Pull on! Take helm! Let me pass.”
Queequeg helped Ahab to the bows as we ranged 

along the White Whale’s flank. We were in his mist 
when Ahab darted his iron, and Moby Dick writhed 
against the bows as he swam, and we took turns with 
the line, and held it, towing the boat up to the mark, 
but the line snapped.

“What breaks in me? Some sinew cracks!”
The whale wheeled around, and catching sight 

of the Pequod, bore down upon its prow, smiting his 
jaws amid showers of foam. 

“The whale! The ship! Slope to thy depths, sea, 
that I may slide upon my mark! Dash on! Will ye not 
save my ship?”

As we forced our way through the sea the bow-
ends burst and our boat lay level with the waves. 
Aboard the Pequod Stubb caught sight of the mon-
ster.

“The whale!” He yelled. “The jaw! Is this the end? 



54

I grin at thee, grinning whale! Look ye, sun, moon, 
stars! Ye assassins! Yet I’d ring glasses with ye would 
ye hand the cup! Plenty of gulping soon! Off shoes 
and jacket, let me die in my drawers! Cherries! One 
red cherry before I die!”

The whale sent a band of foam before him as 
he rushed, and his forehead hit the ship until the 
timbers reeled, and through the breach the water 
poured. Diving beneath, he swam along the keel, 
and turning under water, shot to the surface a few 
yards from us, where he lay quiescent.

“Ship! Must ye perish without me? Am I cut off 
from that last pride? Towards thee I roll, Whale, to 
grapple with thee, from Hell’s heart I stab thee, for 
Hate’s sake I spit my last breath at thee. Let me tow 
to pieces chasing thee, tied to thee! Thus I give up 
the spear!”

The harpoon was darted and the White Whale 
flew forward, and the line ran through the grooves, 
and the line ran afoul. A flying turn caught Ahab 
around the neck and he was shot out of the boat, 
and the brace ripped out of the tub and knocked 
me down, and smiting the sea, disappeared to its 
depths.

“Where’s the ship?” I cried. 
We saw the Pequod with only the mast out of the 

water. Concentric circles seized her, and each oar, 
and every lance pole, and spinning in a vortex, car-
ried the smallest chip of the Pequod out of sight.




